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XII
MEDITATION (Theragatha, 307.)
(Selected.)
WHITE against the dark storm-cloud Homeward fly the frightened cranes ; The cave they seek is hid by rains ; The toads awakened croak aloud: Here where the streamlets rush in spate Beneath dark trees I'll meditate.
(Ibid., 211.)
BIG with rain is the stormy sky ; The crested peacock calls his mate ; The earth gleams fresh with greenery; A fitting time to meditate.
In Buddha's precepts be not slack!
Hard to travel is the track
That leads to Bliss : no turning back !
NOTE
These poems, like many in the c Songs of the Brethren ', show a strong appreciation of natural scenery as an aid to the ' religious ' life.